I9o	ARABIA  INFELIX
went by town police—furtive prowlers in French grey and cerise, a uniform I learned to dislike. Then my escort of Zaptieh was withdrawn, and I heard that the umbashi in charge, who had been with us at Sok al-Khamis, was arrested—no one knew why, or where he was. Next a police officer called—a courteous creature in cream and crimson, reminding me of damson tart. He said that the Chief of Police wished to see me, and I gathered that officialdom desired our immediate departure. I drove round to the Hukoomah with my resplendent friend in a rickety shandrydan that he had waiting. There I was again requested to leave at once. I insisted on seeing the Vali, and was shown up to his office.
After formal greetings on both sides, he*commenced a hurried harangue, stating that he was not going to find me an escort any longer. All this was reasonable enough, though it might have been put less abruptly, but when I pointed out that we could not leave at a moment's notice, he flew into a rage and threatened me with fetters. Even an oyster would have felt roused: he and I used the same brand of Arabic, and in that stately but efficient tongue I briefly sketched his previous attitude, contrasted it with his present conduct, and defied him. I did mention that he was treacherous and tyrannical, but, beyond calling him a Syrian, was in no sense abusive.
We parted with some asperity.
My wife and I sat tight all next day, after making arrangements for any emergency, and I awaited arrest, the house being still picketed by police.
The day after, the Vali sent an ambassador proposing that we should leave at our convenience in a few days. I refused to do so, and was asked what my terms were.

